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EXECUTIONER. Handsome maiden, so \oung t~; be a crirriina'. to.)
sweet to die on the scaffold I You will have to die soon. Trie sun has
set and time is passing. No letter of pardon has arrived and the
execution must be carried out. Weep not lady, fear not, rn\ beautv,
steel your heart and prepare for the end. Look at the king's
palace, gleaming with gold and jewels in the yellow and red rays of
the setting sun. Bow to it three times as all criminals on the scaffold
are bound by custom to do.

QUEEN. Yes, executioner, I am ready to die, but I beg of you to
give me a few moments more so that I may pray. Oh, oh, my
thoughts are not on the religion, my mind wanders to my brother and
my son, my loved ones. Oh, woe is me, I am afraid I shall become a
spirit after my death, half-tied to this human world, always hovering
about my loved ones. I do not care. Whatever happens, whatever I
become in the next existence, may I be able to help and look after
my beloved ones, and may I be able to make known my tragedy to the
world. (She bows towards the palace.) Three times have I bowed to
thee, Master of the Palace! You 'are cruel, you are merciless and
cunning too! Oh, you are being foolish, my king, for this sin will
bear you down to hell to suffer countless tortures. . . . O my golden
master, my heart, my love, why are you so heartless and blind to my
love for you ?                                                                     [She faints.}

EXECUTIONER. I must hurry and do my duty swiftly. I will use
this heavy stick and strike her on the throat, as comely as a water-lily.
One blow will be enough.                     [He strikes and the QUEEN dtfs.J

Yes, the deed is done. This is indeed a glorious act of merit on
my part, alas! Poor girl. . . . Though the law requires that the body
of a criminal should lie on the scaffold for seven days, I cannot be
heartless enough to enforce it. I will cover the jasmine-like body
with thorns and sticks and leaves, so as to protect it from crows and
vultures, and thus preserve it for burial by her people. ... I have
done my duty, accomplished my wicked deed, and that is the end of
the matter. No need for philosophy. ... I must hurry home, for my
beloved wife is waiting for me, looking out from her window, shyly,
sweetly, expectantly. The sun of amber and gold has set, and from
that drooping tree which is gradually sinking into slumber, a sweet
young owl is peeping at me, hooting playfully. My lord of the
orchestra, can you reproduce his music?                                   [Exit.]